THE MIDDLE YEARS

try where they live; our bears in Slovakia are
good-natured,

I have shot wild boars too, but not other animals,
though I have always enjoyed fishing for trout and
grayling; it was not so much the fishing that I
liked as the wading in the water and the lovely
hours on the banks of the stream. Wherever there
are trout it is always beautiful. I taught the folk
of Svaty Martin to catch fish with fly instead of
worms; worms are ugly, and you have to sit with
them in the same place, while with fly you can walk
about. It isn't only that; you have to choose your
artificial fly carefully according to the flies in
season; you must throw your fly on its line to
the fish; when he bites you must pull him in
quickly, and carefully wind in your line on the
reel, and catch him from below in your net. There
is an art in all that. Usually I put back my fishes into
the water.

Later I gave it all up; my wife was so sorry for
the beasts and fishes.

When I am in the country I notice how decisive
childhood's impressions are for one's whole life. I
was born in the plains, and to this day I do not
care for mountains and forests; they oppress me
somehow. Give me the plains, the sea, or the